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%+ THE STORY THAT TOOK %

By INEZ HAYNES GILLMORE

HERE was nobody In
the ladles walting-
room of the Walden
station but herself
No onae else came In.
Sho walited and walt-
ed, Finally, sho went
aver to the ticket
agent's window,

"Wl vou tell ma, pleaso,' she nakad,
“It you happened to oatlce n young girl
waitiog hera for the 6:15 traln?"

“No, lady,” the tickat agent answered
promptly; “there wasn't nobady In hors.'

“I was just wondering—I cxpacted
Romebody hers to meet me, and I thought
waybe sho mlesed me—but perhaps ne-
body came.”

“I didn't see nobody,” tho statinn agent
Tensnerted,

The door opened. The girl Nashed ahant
with a start and a nulck glapte of hope,
bit It was 8 young man who entered, and
she turned again to her Informant.

"Can you tell me' sha went on, “of
apy chureh In Walden whera thore 1s to
he an enterialnment to-night—a sort of
churth snclal?"

"No, I haven't heard of anything of the
kind" He turned to the epposite win-
dow, that iooked Intgs the mon's walting
room, and answered tha queslions that
ware directed to him. He took from their
clamps some tickets, stampod them rap-
111y, and sold them, continuing his con-
veisition with the palr of men who had
bought them.

The girl wailted. "Dp you know of any
way 1 conld find put,} she timldly ad-
dressed the back that was turned to her.
“it there ls to be such an affalr, and
where It's to bhe held?"

“Wall, T should think yau'd have to E0
round to all the churchos and see. | don't
know of any other wny. You can't get
them by telepbone,” He rencwed his ban-
tering talk at the other window.

The girl was sllant an instant, thinking,
Then she walked over to a window and
looked aut. There was a pathetic droop
to her figure and she stared unsooingly up
the read. Her lipa began tn quiver and
her eyes, gradually, to 1] with tears, Sha
wore a long pongee coat and a straw hat,
simply trimmed. She was a slender erea-
ture, of medium helght, and dellcate pro-
purtions. Her gkln was white and a little
frackled. Her eyes were dark and pen-
sive, Bacause of the luminous purple

kiain on thelir 1ids, and af supplementing |,

koft shadows under them, they secmed
bigger than they really wers. Her
abundant brown halr was shadowy; the
line it made about her forchead and neck
Wis prettily scalloped. Just above ecach
of her tomples a feathery epiral of a curl
disengaged itsell from tho rest and hung
40wn in front of her sara. This and her
little polnted chin, together with a cer-
taln faselnating irregularity of her feat-
ures, gave her a look that was quaintly
witeh-11ke.,

“I beg your parden,” a wolce At her
clbaw Interrupted her reflections; I won-
der It I can be of any assistanca to you?*

Sho turnad immedlately. 1t was the
Young man who had fust come In, She
vtood for a lew seconds trying, by bitiog
lier lips, to stop thelr trembling. Grad-
unally she forecd tha tears hack.

“You are very kind,"” eho sald at last
“I don't know what to do. I—I—Yau goe
I'm golng to take part !'n nn entertain-
meant to-nlght In a church here In Wal-
den. There was to ha a girl here at the
irain to mest me. Nobody cama and I'm
afraid there's some mistake about it. 1
don't know what to do. 1 don’t know the
names of any of the people who sre get-
ting up the entertalnment, and I don't
don't know what church it is—or npy=-
thing.'  Sho stopped and bit her lips
agaln. “You see,’ she went aon, “they
hired ma to come to-nlght. That's why 1
feel go badly about disappointing them.
But 1 gucss the best thing for me to do
is to go home.'*

“0Ob no,"” he protested; “don‘t dn that
You musta't do that. I'm very surs we
can find out what church Is celebrating
to-night. But I don't understand. How
did it happen that they didn’t write you
anythlog about j£2"

“Ob, you see,” she explalnad further,
“they—she—It was & woman—engaged me
over the telephone. Her volca was & lit-
tle Indistinet at times and somebody kept
interrupting her. All I got was that [t
was ap enteriainment to he given al a
church at Walden, and that somebody
would meet me at the station and take me
there."

“Md she give you her
young man asked.

“No, shs forgot, I gueszs—and il never
occurred to me to ask for It. Bob—my
brother—says that's just the way women
do business.”

Perhaps the voung man thought so. In
epita-of palpable efforta toward self-con-
trol, a smile forced itself to his lips, and
‘his eyes twinkled. Tho girl herself was
smiling a Ilttle by this time.

“Well, now, I'll tall you exactly what
wa'll do,” he sald briskly; “my automo-
bile 1s outslde, and I'Il take you around
to all the churches until wo find the one
that you belong to.*

“'Oh, that's very good of you. I—I dan't
think I ought, I'm atrald It'a bothering
you too much."

“Not a bit. I shall enjoy It very much.
I haven't a thing to do. In fnet, I Lhink
it will be something of a Inrk. And IL
won't take more than an hour, you know
—tha distancos here are very short, Ex-
cugs me n moment; I'l1l get the necossary
information from the ticket ngent.'

The girl watched him as ho stood lalk-
ing, Thers was an alr of ‘quloct strength
nhout his tall figure, a look of physieal
cleanness, that was . in somo odd way
moral, too, about his irregular bright
face. He had steady gray eyes and close-
eropped bright brown halr, His long au-

name?" the

tomoblle coat aud hiz visored cap gave
him a distipguished look,

“By the way, my nams is Arden Ben-
astt.” ba sald, when he rejolned her, “and

I am more thay pleased to make your ac-

AQuaintanes.' Ia opened the door and
they walked up the platform to where |
the automobile awalted them.

“My name s Fredericka Gaston,” she
thanks to heaven that I've made your ae- |
qualintanee,* i

“Thank you," he returned, smilingh':}
“this Is the Secret Servies, at your dis- |
posal—now christened for the first time |
—and In deference to its most plezsing |
adventure, You'll sit In the front moat
with me—thank you, wee—I gil at the
rizht."

They started forward at a smart pace. |
Thae brown dusty road rolled itself up
like a ribhon under them, and the green
of the wands on olther side massed ltsell
Into n continuous snft hedge. Tha hill,
that they hegan presently to climb, ran
fairly stralght upward and lmprinted a
smonth, clean cut line of road and the
serrated outline of contigunus hunches of
fir trees on the banks of golden cloud
that the approaching suneet had cexor-
ciand, {

“I find," he eald, ‘"that this tawn 1«1
long on churches; no less than six. Iin'(I
that lke New England? I'Il glve you |
odds that there Lun't a bllllard room or .1,'
bowling alley. There's the Catholie, |
Epiecopalian, Baptlst, Methodist, Oriha-|
Anx and Unitarian. We'll cut the (Catho-
lic church out at the start. They don't
Yuve chureh festivals do the¥? Lo thelr
cradit, | think, Now, why can't we do
some  Sherlock Holmes work over this
matter, Misa Gaston? Lot's see whar woe
can deduce, In regard to the denominn-
tion of the churah, from the character of
the entertri=~ant they're giviog. What|
ate they golng to da?” : |

"“Why, you see IT—I—I1—" sha faltered |
"I don't know—It never occurred to me
to nek. "

He rsmlled down st  her amusedly.
"Well, what are you golng to do?

“0h, I'm n story-teller. I'm golng ‘to
tell stories.””

“Why, It must be a children's party."

“No; she especlally stipulated that 1
have storles sultable for Erown peoplse,
I:rn golog to tell a faley story, and a
fahle, two adventures and two ghost
storles.”

""Ghest storles!™ He pouored upon the
words Irfumphantly, “Did vou tell her
¥ou wers golne to tell ghosts tories?”

“Yes, and ghe was very much amused
and pleased.”

"Now let me seo who'd be likely to
ftand for mhost etorles'” he meditated;
“tha Orthodox eouldn’t, the Baptists and
Methodisis wouldn't, the Episcopalians
might e

“Would the Unitarians
them, do you think?"

“The Unitarians! My  ehild, ther'll
stand far anythingz I ought tn know.
I'm a Unltarlan myself. That settles It,
And I might as well tell you that the
fenteh 15 BF guod as over with. Unita-
rlan It |=. Hurrah for Sherlack Holmes!
Tha Adventure of the Mislald Church

"Of course,” ghe ngreed, happlly, *It
conldn’t be any ather."

“And this Is the month of June, They'ra
| BIVInE a strawberry festival, Oh, this is
too easy. It's llke maglc, Tt's like steal-
Ing rattles from hahies. Tt's like Eetting

etend for

maney [rom popper. Say, I'm almost
ashamed.*
“Oh 1 am so grateful to you she

burst out.  “'You gee.” she anid, sudde
I¥, az Il propelled Intn confidence hy an
averpowering Impulse, “my hrother Boh
and I—we're all alone In the world, My
father and mother are hath dead, Boh

Supporte mo and inkes. care of me. [
keep house, hiut | have a Zreat denl of
time on my hands—time that T dan't

know what to da with, Two vears A0 We
eame down from Hortan—that's in the
middle ef the state. T don't know nny-
body In- Boston and ofien T AmM very
loneiy It eccurred Lo me over a ¥ear
agn that 1 might dn something with
storystelling. I've always told storles
to children, aud rather Aucoessfully, and
then, hesides, T like it Well, I had soma
circulars printed und 1 sent them out
o newspapers and women's clibs and |
churches and kiodergartens, and every
place apd thing 1 could think of. And
then 1 walted. And I walted. And 1|
walted. And. do you know, 1 never heard |
A enlliary thing from one of them until
| that woman ecalled me up on the tele-
| Phone the ather day. That’s why I was
| Ba Eilly {n the station. I do so want |

to make a success of |t 1 %o want o
help Hoh—he's =0 zo0d to me. My heart
| went down Into my boots when I found
| there was nothing for me to do hut to B0
home. Really, I can’t tell ¥ou how much
I wppreclate your kindnees.”

“‘Pleass, please, don't say lhat again.
The gratitude |5 all mine. You've rea-
cued me from the boredom of a whale
eveniog alonme. 1 don't know 8o ¥
many people myself. I'm from the West.
I'm taking a graduate eoursa at Har-
vard,"

*It's

: great fun for me to be gning
about lke this in search of my chureh,”
she remarked, “becnuso 1 never hava
been In an automobile before, After I've
told! lots  and lots of stories, and have
hecome famaus, I'm Eoing to  huy ona
12 put in Bab's Christmas stocking."

“Ila you mean to say yon never havn
heen in rn automoblle before? he askad
with a great appearanca of solemnity.

“Never."”

“Why, you haven't told me any of the
three stock automebile storlea yel."

“I don't know them. What are thoy 2!

“Aml you've refrained from calling It
my automoebubhle, You haven't reforred
to it a8 my ‘flery steed.'  You huven't
snid 'See how Itechamps its big,” "

“What are the storles?"

“Aml ¥you haven't oven asked me if I
hadn’t better gel out and give It o paliful
of waler anil a bucket of oats."

“What arda the atorles?"”

“Well, story number one, people always
tell. Tt's as inevitable as 'You wouldn't
belleva thal sundet If you saw it In &
painting,’ or ‘'I'd rather have a tooth
pulled than have my picturs taken' I
mean overybody tells it except you, I've

r '_.- (Lo
e LR

| AB

never known a case beforn when (t didn’t)ther at the angle made by the junction think of It

happen, I'm afraid now I'm dreaming.
Don't wake me. Oh, I've heen Ariven to
Keeplng  tabs on it In the last three
months

warked up a mechanical “ha-ha that
makes thewelkin ring, It frightens peopl
They don't tell me any more storles. We
here goes for the fortieth time, Three

chilldren were playing on a street when | “

an autonoblle wont by, ‘Let's play auto-

I've heard it—and in this very Mary and
announced slmply, “and I'm renderlog wp | machine—exactly thirty-nloe times. ['vo | bogtn.*

moblle,' one of them xaid. ‘I'll he the
automahile. and you'll be the driver’
What'll T be? asked the third, ‘Oh,|

¥ou, son can ho the ——.° Hi, hero we arn.

| Mademolgelle, [ have the honor ta pre-

Eent the Unpitarian Church al your serv-
feo™

The girl looked up eagarly. Just ahead,
fnl in & trim lawn, was a yellow stono
church
and those of the building, cvidently the
parsonage, adioining It.

"1 should think It would he lighted,”
ghie eald, and her volee was a litthe
trathjed.

“IL s lighied dimly, Ti's only 7 o'elovk
now Taey're not wasting thelr gas,
¥hu soe. Ab! what did 1 tell you? Hers

they come—they're expecting yvou."

From the parsonage door there cmerged
& lttle dumpy, kindly-faced olergymni.
He came directly towhrd them. Bonnett
stecered the auto neatly up to the side-
walk. Then he Jumped aut and helpad
Prederieka to alight.  Fredericka moved
up the concrete walk. Hor companion fol-
lowed and they met the clergyman hall
way,

“I am gn glad to see you," the latter
sald, holding out his hand. *“I am Mr.

A huge Ivy eoftened its angles |

I

| with all
| serlously,

| boak.

of thelr twp paths.
“Now," he commanded
¥ou will etand about whare

pla ntly, “If

¥

Hiz bhand emerged fram under
It held a lttle
He opaned it &nd bezan to read.
“Dearly heloved brothren.” in
Lones suddenly sonorously ecclesiastloal,
we are gathered here,” cto.

Fredericka listened for a mamont sur-
pricedly.  Then her faca zrow puzzied,
then serlous, then alarmed, then terri-
Ned

“Mr. Bennett, Mr, Berneit,”
shrieked: “stop him! stop him!
¥ou upderstand what he's doing?
marrying us.'

“Marrying us!™ . Bennart
“What do you mean?”
“Marrying you!'' Mr. Wharton achoed.
O course, 1 am.
hera for?
Fredericka started back achast,
there's some dreadful mistake,”
nitenusly, 1 came here beacause thero
wag, or I thought there was, to he a
church social hers this evening. I am a
taller,

ong of his big sleeves.

he sald

she
Don't
He's

repoated.

"Oh,
ahe sald

story. They engaged me to tell
atorfes.”
Mr. Wharton stared at her. “Aran't

¥ou Dorothy Stone? he asked Immedi-
utely,

“No, m¥ name 1s Fredericka
and this i Mr,
mine,'"

"My dear young lady, lot me apnloglze
my heart,” Mr. Wharton sald
“l have made—wa hoth have
nade—a great mistake. But you will gae,
when T explain, how easy {t was to do so,

Gaston,
Bennett—a—a friend of

are and | pleasant,” ha gald, attor refloction.
Ann back, we're all ready to | Arden Dennett, Frederlcka Hennett,” he

Isn't that what you're;

Can you imagine anything
mare awful?’

“It's harder to think of anyihing more
“Mra;

| murmured under his breath.

| Fredericka blushed, but she laughed,
Ernﬂ. after a pause. “Now, when you re-
lturn to  the West,' she complained,
{¥oull tell vour friends that the fomale

| majority In Massachusetis ls #o large |
Ithnl the women are fairly desporate. You
(Wil say that a girl took you Intg a|

church one day and neariy marrled yom |

hefore you realized what was hnppen-
{ing.*
"I shall tell them some things about

the girls in Massachusetts, but not that,"
he apprieed her hriefly.

“"Where are we going now?' she de-
mandead,

“To the real Unitarlan Church this
time.  That Information burean at the
statlon  was a misinformation  bureau.
Biut ny the game thne our Sherlock
Holmes method of reaearch 1a vindicated.
I think we'll #irlke it right this time.
Oulr It they tnke me for a baby and
want to christen me will vou promise to
slop them?’”

*1 don't think anything clse will bap-
nen to us.' Fredericka prophesied grimiy.
“Where do sou suppose tho real bride
and bridegroom are?’ sho gquerled curl-
ausly.

“'Search me!" he permitted cheerfully.
“They're probably in some other of the
wonderful churches in this

town, being

buried by mistake,"
“I'm awfully sorry for them,'" ghe
sighed. ““They may never hava another

chance to elope. Da you know I huve a|

Wherton. My wife was sa gorry that she
could mor meet you. She wished me to
gay that only an unavaldahle complica-
tion prevents her from being here.”

“0Oh, please don’t apologize,’” Freder-
lika said, sunnlly: “there is nothing to
apoloeize for. You sen 1 was In good

hatlds. I. too, rezret the losa of tho
pleasure of A mecting,” she concluded
Qi tiy.
Now, 1 suppos the reverand gontle-
man  went on, “li all young people,
vou'd lke it over and dona with as foon
possible—even If there were not tha
othep reasona,’ =

“Well, T dld think T would ke to take
the D16 tralp home It T could,” Frei-
ericka said frankly; “'you see thera will
he somebody  there to mest that traln
and, though he's perfectly willing to
walt aver, still If 1 could i

“You could go even earlier than that—
s It happens,” Mr. Wharton sald affu-
bly. “‘Shall we Eo Into the church?"

“Yes; I'd llke to see what It's Hke."”
Fredarleka safd, “I'm not quite sure tha:
my voles will ecarry. Perhapa 1 ought
to rehearse a lttle

“Oh, that’s not necessary. Don't think
af It. Now, suppose you both go In
by the front entranse and I'll ger the
twn maids, Mary sod Ann, Wa shall need
their aselstance you koow. Tt-s dark thera
but I'll lUght the church as I come
along."

“Very well,”

Frederlcka agreed, She
and Bennett turned where the walk
branched away and shot forward in
front of the chureh door. “'Oh, it's such
A load off my mind,'"” she sald, fervently.
to her rescuer, as they stood within the
dimly-lighted edifice; “and isn't he pleas-
ant and nlee? I'm sure U'm golog ton lke
him ever sa much. ¥You can't fancy
Lhow I dreaded It. I'm 8o afrald of strange
peaple, But if all my experiences are
going to he as pleasant as thls— Here
he comes,''

“Alsn Mary and Ann.'’

“I'm wondering why they don't hold it
in the vestry."

“And T'm wondering,” ha meditaled
dreamily, “'how. old lg Ann?"

The cireles of pln-point light leaped
Irte brilllant flame.

“Why." Fredericka exclnimed, surpris-
edly, "It lsn't &  Unltagian Church after
all.  He's in the gown of the Eplscopa-
lan clergyman,’

“Well, I wouldn’'t have belleved It,”
Bennett commented; “however, If thay're
anlisfied why shonld wa complain? Why

|

The diughter of a dear old friend of mine
-0 yYoupk woman whom 1 have never
sefn—wrote ma a week ago, asking me If
I would perform the marrlage caremony
far her here to-night at 7. It §s Wer
mither who was my friend. Her father
1 had never met. He disapproves of the
malch very stronely. The mother looks
upon It favorably. From all I have heen
able to zather, theres was no reason why
the ¥oung people shoulid nat be wunited,
nnd 1 agreed docit. When you drove
up, 1 Jumped to the conclusion that you
W the hride and bridegroom. It's o
cutious polncidence—very.*

o

Bennett sat down io one of the pews

anfl laughed until he coughed. *This
heats all records up to date,” he szald:
“only nobody'll belleve it when I tell
them.'*

Fredaericka was =11l pale and trembling
from her frigh:, but she hurrledly ex-
plained her plighi ta the clergyman.

Hao copstderad the situation carefully.
“No, I've heard of no chureh socinl to-
nlght,'” he said thoughtfully, "Thea only
thing for vou to do 18 exactly what you
are doing—to visit al! the churahes and
find out from the people in authority.
Only.," he ended smilingly, *don't et
them marry you.”

“I'll take eare of that." Fredericka
was beglnoing (o smile. too. *“I'l] an-
noutce the very i thing that—"

Sho was interrupted. Two men dached
into the echurch pnd made thelr way up
tho aisle,

“There they aro now,”
siald. He was a tall, heavily Luilt man.
His upright white hair seemed to be
bristling angrily away from his red, sx-
cited face. "If you've married those two
children, sir.” he thundered at Mr, Whip-
ton, ““I'll see what tha law ecan do ahout
i, It thkes evory cent T have In the
warld. Why, ft's not Dorothy,' he onded
in n surprised

the foremost one

viloe.

His companion lonked nonplussed. Ho
was a legal-loolking person, t{hin and
pale, with lantoarn Jaws and eagle fea-
Lires,

omo, Misa Gaston, we'll get out of
here,” Mr. Dennett suid, n noto of qulct
determination in his voiee; "“you've got
nothing to do with this, Good-night, Mr,
Wharton,'

He hurrfed her out of the shiureh into
the automobile. They started briakly for-
ward, For a [ew moments they wore
hoth sllent.

“Do you realize that i's only hy the

look a gift church in the mouth? And us | Braco of God and your spead§ Interrup-
tor that, 1'Il settle the matter [or pos- |tion that we're not husband and wite at

terity—1i'"l ask Ann,!
They advanced leisurely up the broad
certral alsle. Mr. Wharton, followed

this moment?” he naked her suddenly.
"Reallze!’ Fredericka repeated quaver-

Ingly. ™I can't get it out of my mind. | ing how many engagements Mr. Wharton | mowt my wife
by two neatly nniformed Irish girls, met|It gives mo the queerest feeling just to|has for the gvéning,

great dea] of sympathy with rTunaway
marrlages. 1'd do anything in my power
t2 help them." Shp was aniet for a fpw
seconds, her downeast Hds and drooping
Hps Indicating the compassionnte tenor
of her thoughts. “I hope 1 shall tell my
storles wall to-night," sha aaid, rousing
harselt with a algh, “Would vou mind it
I told you one for practlca?™

“Mind! It would he more fun than a
biag of snakes.

(| [T
“You ste, I want to b sure of telling
one atory that wiil take, n atory that

will make a hit; a story they'll all re-
PeAat to their famiifes whan they go home:

eouething that's orlginal, that they can't
get In books anywhere. All my ather
stories are second-hand. Dan't you seo,

that's the way to get known? If T tell
onn winning story, people will tell it, and |
tell §r, nnd tell it. And when they want
samehody to addre-s the women's club or
the kindergarten, they'll think of me.
Oh. yes, I must ba sure to have a story
that will take.”

“I tell you what you do, Miss Gaston:
yuu come out to Coloradn, and when the
hoys want a smoko-talk some nizht, "Il
get them to hire you. Sea hors, T'1
guarantée you a bundred dollars and ex-
penses.’

Fredericka's zay laugh rang out llka n
chime of bells. *'What a deliclous sug-
gestion,” she s=ald, "I wizh yon might
£¢a Bob's face when [ tell Bim about ir.*

“Wall, It you seorn my ald, go on with
your story."”

“Oh, what a pretly girl!"" Frederiekn
exclalmed auddenly.

Rennatt atared up the road. A man and
a girl were walking awiftly toward them.
The man waa nondeseript, The gir] wis

tall and hlond. She wnare a gray wn|I:—|
Ing ekirt and a plek shir: waist,  She
wns enrrylng her hat In her hand 'I‘hc|

lovel rays of tha setting saun were revel-
ing In the gold of her haly, 8he had
clean-cut features and a declded almost
hanghty exprossion. Hep cheaks mimickod
thu pink of the bunch of roses nt hor

walet.

Nelther she nor her escort paid

Bile,  Amd even less, apparently, dll they
notlos tha rapld pounding of the hoofs u!l
the horaes that wero approaching {from
farther baek. Fredericka turned Wdly. 'I“Imi
earrlage hnd Just made a bend in tho|
rond.  In It were two men, one heavily-
hulll, with thiek, white hair, bristling |
| nngrily away from a red, exclted tace,

] I'm sorcy wo tried (oo eomoe b yelee- |
I:ri.~." the preiiy hlond kiri was saving |
| In clear thin tones, “You ses wo're over
| hale an hour late and there's no know- |

He may bave had |

to g0 somewhere—and then, there's al-
waya father to think nf."

"'Oh, stop, stop.”! Fredericka erled, lay-
‘ng her hand on hep companion's arm.
Sha leaned over tha side of the automoa-
bile. Ara you Miss Norothy Stone,'” she
azked earnestly,

The gir] lumped. *“Why, yes,'* she sald,
“T am, bui how—what—**

“Your father :s5 behind
rlage Fredoricka Interrupted. “Don't
yon =ee them? Get Into the autamoblla
and wa'll take you to another minister's,
We know all about It—wa've Just feft Mr,
Whartan. Your father had come there Lo
prevent the marriage. You will help them,
won't you?* she appealed strenunusly to
RBennatt,

"'Of gourse T will,” Benustt sald prompt-
Ir. “Here, gotn, got in. Quick! They'rs
on to us back there. Hear how much
faster they'ro driving. Well, we'll show
them whnat wa osan go, I'm #orry for
them, but I'm afratd they'll have tn tnke
our duse,*

The raco was an exclting ona, But the
automonile won, ns Mr, Irwin, the pro-
gpective bridegroom, sald. “hands down."
It leaped forwarg and, gradually acquir-
Ing Its greatest apeed, It shot stralght
through the town to Its farthest and. At
firsl there wns, betweesn the two girls,
fome sort of hroken conversation, con-

us in A ear-

fused explanations, sugzgestions, and ad- |

vice. But as thelr gait waxed almost
teerifle, and the uny stones of the road
pelted their faces, they hecama sllent,

bending over and
in thelr arma,

“We win, Bounett sald briefly ns they
draw up in front of another chureh. They
rushed Into the parsonnge and explainad
matiers to the hewilderag clergyman they
found there busy with his naxt Sunday's
sermon. How he came over to consent to
perform Lhe ceremony ls o mntter for
wondering conjeocturs. Parhaps It was
thelr evident distress and sincerlty that
won hitn, perhaps he was, as much as
Fredericka and Bennett, eharmed with tha
romanee 0f the situation, Perhaps the
suddenness of thelr onslaught wpon him
deprived him of any consclous volltion
In the matter. In any ecnse, the look.
cemmon to them all, of hirth and breed-
ing, and thelr use of Mr, Wharton's pame
must have helped thelr cause material-
ly. Whatever the Influences urging him
to {t, however, consent he did, and tha
runaway palr were united, The laat word
was sald just as panting horses, wet with
ewent and foam, drove up, dragging a
bugzy contalning two angry men,

Fredericka and Bennett waited only for
hasty farewells, to sxchange good wishes
and addregses. Then, ns hefors, Bennett
hurried bis companion fnto the automo-
bile,

“There's no need of nur getting Into that
fnss," he aald enfely; *it's thelr funernl—
I mean wedding, It isn't as if we could do
anything further. Well, what do you
suppose will happen next?' he asked
tranquilly, when they were moving nlong
at a respectnhble speed, “There are threo
mora churches yon know, 1 hat you two
to one they try to divorce us next.”

“Oh, 1 ean’t think of anything.,'" Frod-
erlcka declared Jovously, “but how happy
I am that those two young people are
aidfnly morrled. lsn't It romantle? lan’t
it charming? Don't you positively glow
with thoe songclousness of a worthy ae-
tlon done, pnd all that sore of thing? 1
just do, Wasn't she gweet and deay?™

“Very charming  glel,!  Bennett sald
perfunctorily.

° d 1 ke

burying thelr hends

well, too,
Think

4 him nulte as
They're married. They're marcled,
of that! They're married,”

“0f course, they're marriad,” Ronnoett
asgeried morosely, “FEyerybhody's mareied

but me, Nobody'll marry me.  Nobody
wanlg me. They repudiate me ag the vary
altar, They tnke mo away to all tha

chitrehes In town and fash these runnway
matches hefore my eyes, bot marry me—
never. | know 'm doomed to die a lope-
Iy ol bachelor,'* |

“I'm wtlll rying to think up n atory,”
Frederickn annoutoed demurely; “a story
that will take. Don't you know one? A
perfect love of a stery, a litle Jewal
of a story, a dellctous hon bouche of a
grory. Didn't you over have somo sort
of romnntic adyenture? Didn't you ever
ges oo ghost? ITI-in'; you—""

“Zaa hore," he Intorrupted, “you were
going (0 tell me a story just hefore lhf"
wodding—the last one—-not ours, \\'m?'L
you tell it now? ‘That's 8 good child. %

“1¢ over anybody dederved a  story,
frodericka aald swestly. ‘““Weil listen!
Once upon a tima—="

8he told the story to the very end.
puring the process they visited all of
the remalping churehes, and nor ono af
them was to have an entertidnment that
night. "

‘'Well, the sltuation does ook serious,
Bennpett admitted. “Now, let me goe
Everybody we've asked sawears that there
are only six churches in the town, Thore's

no reason why they should deceive us.
There's pothing to be nslinmed of In =
churel, [t fen't 1lke w famlly skeleton.

Are you sure vou didn't hear the womnu's
namae?""

Frodericka shook her heud.

“ATe you sure she sald Walden?" Ben
nett pursued her.  “Wasn't it Malden?

Frodericksn thought a  minute.  Then
she hung her hend, I don’t know,'' sho
fultered. “U'm an awful goose,” eho ac-
knowledged, meekly, “but 1°8 taught me
A lessou. I'll be businesslike cnough in
tha future, you may be sure.'

“Perhaps they'ro sending down to the
statlon to every traln,” Dennett suggestad

the slighteal attentlon te the automn-suddenly; “‘there’s one due about 7:61‘..“"“

Suppose we get down thers In time to
meoc I, and then i there's noholy
thépe—>""

I ean enleh tha 8:16 back o Bos-
ton," Fredericka finished for him,

“No, we'll auto back Lo town fnd get

somothing to eat, shall we?™*

MOh, nett Predericka demurreqd talntly. |

1 eouldn’t do that.’

“We'll auto into
gateft sternly, ‘‘plek
somathing to oaf.

town," he promul-
up Bob, apd got
Remember, you're al-
You ecame very nenr
prom.sing to love, homof and obsy. You
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owe me sometking for throwing me down
likke that before Mary and Ann He
waltad. She did not again dissent, “Here
—hera's & rond that will take ua to the
Etatlon, 1t looks ke a pretty road, too.'
They turned into it

It wns a pretty road. Thore were OR
It blg comfortable houses, aet at com-
fortable Intervala from each other, Thers
were lawns of velyet in front and beau-
| titul gardens at the hack. Rohind theso
| thers wera ETOVAs of trecs running up to
the top of a low range of hills. People
were eoming out of all the houses, the
men in coal-lookling ducks and finnnals,
the women fn ufly musiing and delicate,
rustling silks. They wers all golog in
the same direction and they laughed and
talked with each gther as they went.

"I think there must be some merry=
making round here somewhers,” Frad-
erloka obaerved 8adly,

“A dance, I fancy,” Be
thare |t fa.'

The eurve in the road had sunk away.
In front of them was n tilg houss, set In
Atately horee-chestnuts, 1t Inolted an It
o conflagration wera proceeding  within;
avery ona of Its many windowg
bursting with HUght, The broad plazzas,
the paths ang driveway were atrung with
Japrnoese lanterns;: . and cireles
Saquares and triangles of them made geo-
metrle treasure-trove of the troes. Boya,
mounted on ladders, wore lighting them.
They looked Jikn bubbles of fire, smeared,
In patches of Elrange color, with tha
siranger symbole of (he Orfent. Evon the
vivid eplendorg of tha nfterglow could
not pale them., The Inwns wera dotted
With peaple. Thera was n steady stream
af them proceading up the drivewny. A’
Very protly woman, in'a floating ruffsd
gown, walking briskly down a side path
ta meat a group of young people, reached
the gate as Frederloka and Bennatt ap=
proached,

“Is  that you, Hllda?"* wmhe
lenning lier round bare arms an the wall
top.  “Only fancy that Mlss (aston has
not come. | sent over to the traln, but
she wasn't (here, Edna sald she was a
little late In getting to the train, but
she was sure she could not have missed
her, because sho met nobody walking from
the atation. Jap't |t strange? Wa'vae
telephoned her, ang telephoned her, hut

We can’t get anybody, We're awfully dis-
appointed,

Fredericka
nett's arm,

nnett sald, “Oh,

asked,

Involuntar)ly gripped Ben-
"I am Miss Gaston,” ashas
#ald In her clear llitle valee,

“Oh, Mlsg Gaston, how glad T am to
see you. T am Mlss French, Do come
Fight In. You didn't come on that 6:15
traln, did you?*

"Oh, yes, I cama thep.* Fredericka
plunged {ntn  her explanation. “And
wa've bnen all this time tr¥ing te find
put at what church the affalr was to ha
held,” she concluded,

"Ob, 1 ece what the trouble 18, Mliss
Freoeh sald. I didn't say a church. I
snld at the home af Mrs. Church, This
I Mra. Church's house. Oh! T am &0
Aorry,  You must have had a dreadful
time.  Coma right into the house. Won't
you come, too, Mr, Bennott? Mrs, Church
Wil be dalighted to have you stay, [
know. Thera's going to be danclng after-
ward. You must by nearly atarved, both
af you. I'll get you some coffen and - sand-
Wiches ImmaMately. You'va plenty ot
time. Yon noedn’t feel worried ona atom,
Mlss Gaston. Tt's not & ¥et, and you
shall have a half an hour tn rest. Thera
s ta bo a vlolin solo and A trie of 8ONES
hefure you hegin, anyway,™

“I'm going to stoy,' Bennatt whispered
In Froderickn's car, after ha had formally
Aceepted the iavitatlon. 1 simply muac
E0 home with you now. You've got my
expectatlons up 20 ahout meoting Bob.*

“Very wall,” Froderleka murmured be-
wilderedly; “do whatever you wish. I'm
prepared for anything now,"

Later, however, when she had had n
chance to wiash her face and comb her
hale, she recovered her pnise. Sha ra-
Joined Bepnett the big dinlog-room.
They snt eozily alons, opposita each
other, at a tiny tete-n-tota table. The
room was dimly lighted. The sound of
tha violn eame from ontaida, platntively
plercing the ripples of laughter and mur-
muraus talk.

Fredeoricka

hud taken her long elonk
oft.  Her cheeks had turned plok under
jthe vigar of her toweling. Her ayes
| shone happlly. The light changed tha
leurls at the ears to Iitila apirals of
| bronze. She was wearing 4 yellow mull

Bown that stop Just ahova her elbowa
| and roundad away from her slender neck,
displaylng. with perfidious cunsciog the
distracting dimples that lurked in avery
colgn of vantage.

“Did you ever taste such sandwlchea?
: nsked suddenly. *“1've eaten six al=
aly.'

“That's pothing," he announced serene=-
I¥. “I'vq eaten thirty, Bu: that lsn't as
bad ns It rounds. It fakes two to make
a bite.

“There's only one thing that troubles
ma.* she sald sadly, “and that is that I
I haven't a story that will take"

But after all, there was a atory that
| teok. Bennett, standing at tha farther
| end ot the huge glassad-in plazza, had a
|chance to realize this. They were all
|wvll told and well recelved. Fredericka
|l|.nl the sympathy of her audlones from
| the moment the firat cloar word foll from
| her lipg unil] she concluded, saftly, *And
isn they Mved happly over atter. HBut
‘there was one story that made a pro-

a atory whose narcation was
4 with % aml bursts of
laughter, and close - was gracted
with mirih-rlilden applause. It took with
the very young. 1t took with the middla-
faged. It took eveonm with the old. This
IRETES
! (Copreight s by The 8. 8, MeClure Ca.)
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| TWO OF A TRADE.
| "Don't you charge thag wan anything

tor your services, doctop?™ 0 "
| “Not In cash, He's .my Bbutcher,
| T take fe out in trade. i :
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